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But Til show the landlubber a lad of the sea Is worth ten infants sick as he."
The big ship shuddered  and   groaned   with  the
press Of the spread of sail in the storm wind's stress.
The round Dutch bottoms swiftly neared, And again Big Ben growled deep in his beard, "The Dutchmen have drunk too free a dram In their dingy pothouses of Amsterdam. Their ships are huddled like ducks in a yard, And, the Channel in spate, the odds will go hard But old Monk will give them the royallest basting The burghers fat have ever been tasting,"
Sir John's voice rose in a clamour shrill, ** You may stap my liver fit to kill 1 My eyes are like a dog's with the mange, Yet I swear the beggars are in our range."
Without a word Big Ben leaped down,
And ran to the chaser long and brown.
He slewed the gun and held it steady,
While Black Sam stood with the port fire ready.
The cannon roared and the splinters flew
From the nearest Dutchman clear to view.
Sir John yelled loud with a rapturous cry,
" Eight plump in his ribs, Lord burn me dry I
Give him a broadside, shell and shot 1
Oh, strike me senseless! give it him hot J>f